[387]
Champcenais had been waiting for about five minutes on a leather bench, up against the glass-fronted pen where the door-keeper sat, when he saw the man he had come to meet sticking his head furtively into the lobby*
He was a man getting on in years, with a heavy moustache, turning grey, and hair, cut short and brushed straight back, that was nearly white. He had rather large eyes, which looked more penetrating than they really were behind their glasses. His jacket had seen better days. He wore a very high turnover collar, with a ready-made ascot cravat.
He gave Champcenais an astonishingly limp handshake, making sure that there was nobody in the door-keeper's room as he did so.
" Follow me," he muttered. " If we meet anybody, pretend that you're not with me.'5
Champcenais was rather annoyed. C€ All this fuss ! He's trying to make the most of the small service he's doing me."
The other led the way along two or three corridors, stopped at a door with frosted glass, listened a moment, and then went into the room, signalling to Champcenais to come in too.
It was an ordinary civil-service office, intended for two clerks. The two desks were side by side.
The clerk drew up, a little distance away from his own desk, a chair which he offered to his visitor. He sat down himself, coughed, and rubbed his hands together.
" I asked you to come at this time," he said in a voice which was completely colourless, " because I knew my colleague would not be here. I need scarcely tell you that it would be a very serious matter for me if this came to light."
** Then, monsieur, I am very sorry that I have put you to all this trouble and all this risk. As a matter of fact, a friend of mine can get me what I want quite easily through a senior
official whom he happens to know	y*
" I -1 haven't any idea	"

